62         FROM   DRURY   LANE  TO  MECCA

business matters connected with the support of my
family, and let tall brawny Zulu porters carry my cases
(which were of the ordinary European design) up the
ladders on to the liner. 1 had not yet changed over
to Oriental garb. My suit was of English cut, and for
the time being I did not even put on a tarbush.

"We left behind the painted buoy

That tosses at the harbour mouth/'

Then the green suburbs ol Durban grew small, the
masts of the shipping faded into the bluff with its light-
house, and we skimmed over the sunny Indian Ocean,